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Anne. Well, Mr. Frankford, well; but shall be

better,

I hope, within this hour.    Will you vouchsafe
(Out of your grace and your humanity)
To take a spotted strumpet by the hand ?

Fran. This hand once held my heart in faster

bonds

Than now 'tis griped by me.   God pardon them
That made us first break hold !

Anne   Amen, amen.

Out of my zeal to heaven, whither I'm now bound,
I was so impudent to wish you here;
And once more beg your pardon.   Oh! good man,
And father to my children, pardon me.
Pardon, 0 pardon me ! my fault so heinous is,
That if you in this world forgive it not.
Heaven will not clear it in the world to come.
Faintness hath so usurp'd upon my knees,
That kneel I cannot: But on my heart's knees
My prostrate soul lies thrown down at your feet
To beg your gracious pardon : Pardon, 0 pardon

me !

Fran. As freely from the low depth of my soul
As my Redeemer hath for us given his death,
I pardon thee ; I will shed tears for thee ;
Pray with thee ; and in mere pity of thy weak
I'll wish to die with thee.                          [estate,

All So do we all.

Acton, 0, Mr. Frankford, all the near alliance
I lose by her, shall be supplied in thee ;
You are my brother by the nearest way,
Her kindred hath fallen off, but yours doth stay.
Fran, Even as I hope for pardon at that day,
When the great judge of heaven in scarlet sits,
So be thou pardon'd.    Though thy rash offence
Divorced our bodies, thy repentant tears
Unite our souls.

Char. Then comfort, mistress Frankford ;
You see your husband hath forgiven your fall;
Tben rouse your spirits, and cheet your fainting
Sus. How is it with you ?                         [soul.

Acton. How d'yfe feel yourself ?
Anne. Not of this world.
Fran. I see you are not, and I weep to see it.
My wife$ the mother to my pretty babes ;
Both those lost names I do restore thee back,
And with this kiss I wed thee once again :
Though thou art wounded in thy honour'd name,
And with that grief upon thy death-bed liest,
Honest in heart, upon my soul thou diest.

Anne. Pardon'd on earth, soul, thou in heaven

art free

Once more 1 thy wife dies thus embracing thee.
Acton. Peace with thee, Nan.    Brothers and

gentlemen,

(All we that can plead interest in her grief)
Bestow upon her body funeral tears.
Brother, had you with threats and usage bad
Punish1 d her sin, the grief of her offence
Had not with such true sorrow touch'd her heart.

SONG OF NYMPHS TO DIANA.

FROM  " THE GOLDEN   AGE."

HAIL, beauteous Dian, queen of shades,
That dwells beneath these shadowy glades,
Mistress of all these beauteous maids

That are by her allow'd ;
Virginity we all profess,
Abjure the worldly vain excess,
And will to Dian yield no less

Than we to her have vow'd.
The shepherds, satyrs, nymphs, and fauns,
For thee will trip it o'er the lawns.

Come, to the forest let us go,

And trip it like the barren doe,

The fauns and satyrs will do so,         s

And freely thus they may do.
The fairies dance, and satyrs sing,
And on the grass tread many a ring,
And to their caves their ven'son bring,

And we will do as they do.
The shepherds, satyrs, &c,

Our food is honey from the bees,

And mellow fruits that drop from trees;

In chase we climb the high degrees

Of every steepy mountain ;
And when the weary day is past
We at the evening hie us fast,
And after this our field repast,

We drink the pleasant fountain.
The shepherds, satyrs, &c.

A WITLING SET UP BY A POET'S LEGACY,

FROM " THB  FAIR  MAID  OF THE  SJXCHANttB."

Cripple. WHY, think'st thou that I cannot write
Ditty, or sonnet, with judicial phrase,     [a letter,
As pretty, pleasing, and pathetics),
As any Ovid-imitating dunce
In all the town 1

Frank. I think thou canst not.

Crip. Yea, I'll swear I cannot:
Yet, sirrah, I could cony-catch the world,
Make myself famous for a sudden wit,
And be admired for my dexterity,
Were I disposed.

Frank. I prithee how ?

Crip. Why thus: there lived a poet in this town
(If we may term our modern writers poets),
Sharp-witted, bitter-tongued? his pen of steel,
His ink was temper'd with the biting juice,
And extracts of the bitterest weeds that grew :
He never wrote but when the elements
Of fire and water tilted in his brain.
This fellow, ready to give up his ghost
To Luciae's bosom, did bequeath to me
His library, which was just nothing